"MAKSE HENRY"

she was.   She had got wind of his going and, having
caught an earlier steamer, preceded him.

Finally the War of Sections arrived. John
Throckmorton became a Confederate officer, and,
being able to keep her out of the lines, he had a rest
of four years. But, when after the war he returned
to Louisville, the quarry began again.

He was wont to call her "Old Hell's Delight."
Finally, one night, as he was passing the market,
she rushed out and rained upon him blow after blow
with a frozen rabbit.

Then the authorities took a hand. She was ar-
raigned for disorderly conduct and brought before
the Court of Police. Then the town, which knew
nothing of the case and accepted her goings on as
proof of wrong, rose; and she had a veritable ova-
tion, coming away with flying colors. This, how-
ever, served to satisfy her. Thenceforward she de-
sisted and left poor John Throckmorton in peace.

I knew her well. She used once in a while to
come and see me, having some story or other to tell.
On one occasion I said to her; "Ellen, why do you
pursue this man in this cruel way? What possible
good can it do you?" She looked me straight in the
eye and slowly replied: "Because I love him."
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